THE REMINISCENCES OF GAEL SCHURZ
had really not been my impelling motive, hut the evil fascina-
tion which the demon of fortune always possesses had led
me to commit an act which, committed under less favorable
circumstances, and upon a larger scale, might have ruined
my character irretrievably. Card-playing for money is often
classed among the aristocratic passions; but I believe there is
no form of amusement which, when it becomes a real passion,
is so dangerous even to nobly cast natures. It was perhaps
very fortunate in my own case that this lesson came so early
in life and appeared in so drastic a shape.

Gay days we had during our summer vacations at home
in Liblar. A crowd of cousins from various places found them-
selves together, reinforced by friends from Cologne. That was
the time for merry pranks, which, as it seemed, gave as much
pleasure to the old members of the family as to the young.
One occurrence of my vacation life has remained especially
vivid in memory. In a German village the " studying " boy,
as he is called, is always regarded with interest and wonder,
and upon the occasion of his visits family and friends are apt
to take a pardonable pride in displaying his attainments. So
it was with me. My father, who could not produce much effect
upon his villagers with rny Latin and Greek, took great de-
light in showing off my musical proficiency, especially my
ability to improvise. He succeeded in persuading the old or-
ganist, a feeble musician, but one free from all artistic jeal-
ousy, to allow me to play a voluntary at the Sunday morning
service. Once on a festive day when Count Metternich and
his family occupied their private chapel attached to the church,
and the congregation happened to be exceptionally large, I
felt it incumbent upon me to do something extraordinary. So
at the close of the mass I pulled out all the stops and played a
military march that I had heard at one of the parades at Co-
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